CONTRASTS

robed Italian young women taking their ease in
wicker-chairs and gossiping with a man in evening
dress who bent laughingly over them. The young
women must have been ticket-girls of the cinema,
and the man may have been the dire&or. Groups
of natives drinking and chattering on the terrasses
of the cafes. Crowds of natives sitting or sprawling
on the hot pavements ; and many children among
them, including a baby of one and a half or so,
who propelled himself to and fro on his basis
with considerable skill. The hour was ten-thirty.
French children seem never to go to bed. Yet
they are beloved, petted, cared for, and look well.
Evidently the British method of rearing is not the
sole satisfactory method.

We had a glimpse of a corner of the Palace of
the Popes, just beyond an open corner of the
square. The architecture, scarcely visible in the
night, rose majestic above house-roofs: as mighty
and magical as a stage-set by Gordon Craig. The
vision drew us up to another great square, dark and
quite empty, and then into the public gardens on
the far side of the Palace. We heard the ringing
of a bell. A guardian arrived and turned us out
of the gardens jocularly, and locked the heavy gates
behind us. Eleven o'clock had struck.

Back in the first square, where everything, infants
included, was proceeding just as before. We sat
down on the terrace of a cafe", and ordered drinks,
polluting the nativeness of the place by our touristic
aspeft and deportment. When we reached the